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A BAD START. 


[ONE PENNY. 


, PO! 14.4% 


In spite of pressing invitations from sundry creditors to remain with them a little longer, Poor Pa has shaken the dust of London from his feet and has 
started for the seaside. I am sorry to have to admit, though, that Mamma is still in the metropolis. Having in the hurry of packiny forgotten the Twins, she 
had to return home for them, and only arrived back at Victoria in time to see the train departing. Unfortunately, too, Papa had in his possession the tickets, 
us well as the whole of the Sloperian finances. Up to the time of going to press, Mamma had not heard from him in any way whatever.’’—Toorstz. 


CONCERNING TRADE TRUTHFULNESS. 


5 Nice thing it would be if everyone spoke the truth in busincss! Fancy your Or your draper remarking : “Of course, it won't wash, and it won't wear, and 

Frocer saying : “It's a splendid cocoa, mum—com entirely of starch, flour, it's manufactured from the most rubbishing material, but it's very tasty, and dirt 

aie ont a little colouring matter. Nothing harmless in it, you sce. You're sure cheap at 1s. 12 5 We consider G. Washington's record the worst example of 
. ei tion extant 5 


A DREADFUL CUPBOARD. 


A WRITER in a London magazine, in 186], upon circum. 
stantial evidence, gives a very strange, true story related by 
a detective officer. . 

An ambitious young man—a provincial journalist whose 
work had attracted some attention in his native town, and 
who there had married a penniless girl—came up to London, 
with five pounce in his pocket, hoping to make his fortune, 
He brought with him, in his trunk, a play that he believed, 
if accepted, was bound to be successful; but as he had not 
been inside a London theatre for years, nor for a very long 
while seen any member of the company for whom he 
e his piece most suited, he determined, though funds 
were low, to pay for a seat in the pit. This outlay, however, 
he put off from time to time, as what was still more press. 
ing was the purchase of a pair of new boots—those he had 
brought with him from the country being in a most deplor- 
able condition. It is not stated, but it is presumable that 
he had some boots sent to his iodgings to choose from, as 
the burst and heelless pair were probably too awful to show 
to the tradesman. At anyrate, they were in the would-be 
dramatist’s possession, and the question was what was to be 
done with them? His wife settled the question. There 
was a little cupboard high up in the wall of the bedroom, 
into which ehe flung them. The door would not close, but 
the boots did not show. 

He started for the theatre alone, his wife determining to 
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stay at home. He passed in at the pit entrance laying down half a 
crown, the only money with the exception of a few alfpence he 
had about him, and received his ticket, but to his astonishment he 
had scarcely proceeded a yard before the money-taker called him 
back. and in spite of his protests gave him into custody on the 
charge of passing bad money ; and he was locked up at the station- 
hous. 8 . N 

„Afraid.“ the writer says, “of alarming his wife by sending to 
her to ay what misfortune had befallen him, he secured, by the 
good offices of the inspector, who was struck with his res pectable 
sppearance and his manner, a messenger whom he sent with a note 
to his lindlord, and a friend who was n householder, They 
arrived, and give so satisfactory an account of him, that the 
inspector, overstepping his duty, permitted him to go, and he 
renched home rather earlier than his wife expected him, with very 
little to say about the comedy he was to have enjoyed, but a fuil 
and impussioned narrative of the calamity that had befallen him, 

Very indignant, you may imagine, was his wife, and over their 
supper they vowed vengeance against the money-taker, and talked 
of bringing an action against the manager ; but they little dreamt 
what un extraordinary escape they had of an Old Bailey trial, and 
A severe sentence. 

“A few days afterwards the author observed the ugly old boots 
protruding a Tittle at the cupboard door, To get rid of this eyesore, 
he took 11 chair, and placed his trunk on it. and opened the dusty 
cupboard in order to effectually secrete the boots, You may 
endeavour to imagine his astonishment, when in moving them he 
descried two large bags, They were very heavy, and what do you 
think they contained!) One hundred had half-crowns each, 

„There could be no doubt about their quality, He showed them 
to his wife, whose astonishment was ax great as his own, They 
began to entertain strange suspicions of their landlord, and next 
began to reflect that, after what had happened at the theatre, he 
would probably suspect them, Suppose upon his arrest the officers 
had been sent to search his lodgings. The possession of a bad 
half-crown, and the finding of the bags of bad half-crowns in his 
bedroom, his poverty, his almost friendliness in London—must 
not these facts have inevitably caused his conviction ? 1 

But the landlord explained the mysterious affair. “Some 
months ago,” he said, “two young men took these rooms. They 
un ve no reference but paid in advance, Their hours were strange, 
but they came in and went out quietly and gave little trouble. 
The money was regular, and none of it bad. One day they went 
out together and I have never seen them since. A few clothes 
they left ure upstairs, 1 had my suspicions when I saw that two 
young men somewhat answering to their description had been 
tried at the Old Bailey and sentenced to transportation.” 

(Newt week,” The Dangers of the It,“. ) 


— — 


Ak GARDNING. 

The ower off vengins av ariv. 

Er DOOM 188 SELE. 

Er BLUD 188 ONN ER OWN ED. 

Me an Billiam av consele off oursel ffs onn the rooff nex dore an 
av loosend a slait. Wen we ere the kittching dore open we dropp itt. 

We av ere the dore. Itt av dropp, follerd bi a hidjus yel. 

(New weak, Ah! ha! Ho! ho!) 


— — 


TO CORRESPONDENTS. 
—— 
„ Correspondents wixhing their MSS, or Sketches to be returned, 
shoal inclose a stamped envelope large enough tu containthe 
contributions submitted, Do not inclose loose stamps. 


Giad tu hear it, Wann ADMIRER; We are always proud to 
please, Thank you, but we cannot, CREAKER ; J a very ancient 
wheeze, Any time will do, ADONIS. Much obliged for letter, 
JAMES. And the interesting details, Of the noble Zulu's games, 
Fre subscription list, DEVOTED ; You will find it just below, What, 
another of ‘em, MURPHY? Last we heard was months ago, Not 
the space to spare, Ae DOCKER ; Very sorry for your case. Right, 
indeed, Ax OLD ALSATIAN ; 8 vou say, he gova the pace, Thanks 
Sor sketches, F. C. WILSON ; Much regret we cannot use, You can 
never tell, INDIGNANT, Low it pains them to refuse, 

— 


“ALLY SLOPER'S HALF-HOLIDAY.” 
The Largest Cireulation of any Illustrated Paper in the World, 


Forwarded to any part of the World, Sarawak and Bechuanaland 
excepted, huet free: 
3 months, 16. 8d.; 6 months, 3s. 3d.; 12 months, 6s. 6d. 
In Stamps or 2.0.0.8 payable to GiLBenr DALZIEL, 
“THE SLOPERIES,” 99 SHOE LANE, FLEET STREET, Lox no, E.C, 


Show Cards will be sent post free to Newsagents on application, 


PARIS 
On sale at all Kiosques and Bovksellers’, at 20 centimes, or by 
special arrangement at our 


PARIS AGENCY, 22 Ruk DE LA BANQUE, 


NINE CLAIMS ALREADY PAID. 


£150 


N be paid to the next-of kin of 27 Man, Woman, Boy, or Girl 
(Railway Servants on duty excepted), who shall happen to meet 
with his or her death ina Hailway Accident to the Train in 
which they are travelling, in any part of the United Kingdom, 
PROVIDED a copy of the current vesue of “ ALLY SLOPER'S HAL¥- 
Honipay” be feud upon the Deecased at the time of the Accident, 
“ALLY SLOPER's HALF-HOLIDAY” is published throughout the 
United Kingdom every Wedueaday morning at 9 o'clock, and the 
Insurance lasts one week from that time, eapiring at 9 o'clock the 

Sollincing Wednesday morning, 


JUMBLES AND GINGERBREAD. 


— 


ScENF—Railiway Station. 
Roy, Tea, sir? Cup of ten! 
Passenger, AW! Wm, is it hot? 
Boy. Oh, ves, sir; you won't be able to drink half of it before 
the train goes on. + 


Snipper, Ain't you going out of town this summer? 

Snapper. I hardly know what to do. You sce, I've only got 
£300 to spare. and I haven't made np my mind whether to buy n 
little house with it, or take the family to the seaside for six weeks, 


= 
Os a pair of “dranks ” the Beak did sit, 
And much reproved them for their folly. 
They said they'd both got boozed, to quit 
Their natural, ingrained melancholy. 
And their discharge was a swift and speedy ‘un; 
For the Beak grew sympathetic quite, 
When he learnt that one was a Low Tragedian, 
And one for the Comic Press did write! 


* 

Sympathising Jul. Well, old fellow, and so it's all off between 
vou and Mies Bullion, eh? 

The Rejreted, Yes, al. 

Sympathixing Pal, Ah, you didn't go the right way to work; 
you want to put your soul into an affair like that. 

The Rejected. Yes, that is evidently what her father thouglit, 
confound him; he put his sole into it with a vengeance. 


ALLY SLOPER'S HALF-HOLIDAY. 
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FASHION FANCIES.—By Miss Sloper. 
No, 683.—The “ National Standard Costume. 


AUTHORS—AUTHENTIC. 
No. 62.—Longstaff. 


“Wot did yer marry me for, yer willin?“ 


“Well, Im natcrally a jealous bloke, Sal, 
aml you wos eo bloomin’ ucly, that I 
kuowed I was pooty safe wiv you.” 


J 
N 


NY 


71 


Lturer. The question is how are we 
to t the sale of these countices 
gallons of beer at public-houses ? 


A Voice, Make em all free—free 
drinks for everybody. (Loud cheers.) 


“Fader, I'm ina’ awful scrape.” 
“Isaacstein, mein poy; if you vant 
to avoid a scrape, you should grow a 

me, 


25. 


Leaturday, June 29, 1008. 


ScenE—Outside the Scarlet Pig. 
Zealous Medical Student. My good man, you are evidently ill. 
The Good Man. 1—er—am, guv nor —er—and no mistake. 
Zealous Medical Student ( preparing tofeul his pulse). Then let 
me treat you. 
The Good Man, You're a genelman, sir! 
of giu neat. °° 


Young Sharpshins. I say, dad, what is the “odour of Tespect. 


ability"? 
Ola Sharpshins. It de my son. The odour of fem:!.. 
respectability is Lavender Water and Brown Windsor soap, that uf 


the mule kind, Russia leather and good Havana cigar smoke. 


s 
First Loveable Little Pet. I paid Kitty Fletcher out splen. 
didly for that nasty trick she served ine the other day. 

Second Loveable Little Pet. Really, love. How? 

First Lovcable Little Pet. Why, I went with her and helped 
her to choose her new hat. ** 


THE doctor d the case, 
And every . — he tabooed : 
“You needs must live a fortnight’s space 
On naught but vegetable food.” 


“Ah! like cures like !“ Barnstormer thought, 
For well I ween this rustic 

Within my frame mine illness wrought 
By junks of vegetable food!“ 


English Cousin, What do you think of our New Woman 
t 

e Cmsin, Wal, it seems to me that she ain't made up 
her mind which she wants to be, a lady or a gentleman, and cou- 
sequently she ain't neither. * ao 


eee Smith. You know Jones of our office? He's bought a 
excle. 

Young Brown. I know. He told me 80, but I don't believe it. 
Young Smith, Why not? 

Young Brown. Why he hasn't even skinned his nose yet. 


s. 

WomeEN—I mean true ladies—should never take advantage over 
each other by showing off any special graces they may have ac- 
quired or been endowed with. use you have a trapeze 
artist that is no reason why, at a fashionable garden party, you 
should offer to pick off all the daisies from the lawn 8 to show 
the artistic ease with which you can pose. 


s 
Cynicus. You don’t mean to say that you shave yourself! 
De Boozer, Indeed, 1 do. Why are you so 5 
Cynious. Why 1 can't make out when you do it; for, from what 
I know of you, 1 should think you were always too drunk to shave 
at night and too shaky in the morning. - 


= 8 
Innocent Young Thing Off the Stage. Why do girls when they 
go on the stage always ae 3 dear? 
Innocent Yuung Thing On the Stage. Why, my dear child, it’s so 
couvenient. No matter how often you get vorced, you still keep 
the same name, don't you see, and there s no complications. 


T'll have—er—a dr, 


I'vE been in climes where a score or more, 
Of my comrades were broiled to death ; 

I've been in climes where my bag I bore 
On the ice of my frozen breat 

I’ve been iu climes where I’ve had to fly 
From the Indians hunting scalps ; 

But the tryingeat clime that I e’er did try 
Was the CLIMB of the beastly Alps! 


s 
First Man About Town. What's become of Plungely lately? 
Haven't seen him for a long time. 
Second Man About Town, Plungely? Oh, he’s broke now, dead 
broke, poor fellow. 
1 . Man About Town. Bai Jove! and his splendid stud of 
orses 
Second Man About Town. Oh, he's selling em now. 
First Man About Town. What, horses? 
Second Man About Toren. No, studs three a penny. 


s 
“SymMPATHY for perfect harmony in colour tones now extends 
everywhere over the artistic-feeling world. 1 have recently heard 
that the ebon cannibals of Okotces will not sit down to a mince of 
white missionary and black native preacher without being provided 
with te res plaid serviettes."— From The Travels of Ananias 
hitz-Billikin among the Cokohoop Cannibals, 


Miggs. Stiffby always strikes me as being rather proud ; gota 
very — i 4 with him, don’t you think . 

1 bis Bless your soul, that isn't hauteur at all; it's the starch 
in his high collars, *** 


Friend, Well, old man, glad to see you again, and how aro you 
getting along now? N 

Young Author, Oh, splendidly, thanks; my last novel has just 
been banned by the Prudebury Free Library, and 1 expect the first 
edition will be sold out before the end of the week. 


Unworldly Son. Who is that red-haired girl standing over there 


y the door 
Worldly Mother. Hush, Cecil, pray; she’s an heiress, my boy, 
don’t you know that no girl with anything over a thousan 
can have red hair? It's either chestnut, auburn, or hazel. 


b 


s 
THE poor fellow was blind as a bat, 
There is not the least doubt about that ; 
nd a gent., coming ro 
By mistake put a pound— 
For a halfpenny—into his hat! 


Being blind, the poor man couldn't see ; 
But it’s, somehow, a puzzler to me 
Why (the moment that pound 
In his topper was downed) 
He skedaddled as quick as could be! 
es 


* 

“ONE may profit by another's pleasure and enjoy oneself without 
joining in it,” as the hired donkey remarked as he swooped down 
the penny buns and finished off the pail of milk when the company 
had gone off to play kiss-in-the-ring at the Army meeting. 

ss 


es 
Indignant Young Wife. Um thoroughly ashamed of you 
George; your promises are like pie-crusts—made to be broken. 
_Cynica Young Husband, Ah, the man who invented that saying 
didn't know anything about your cookery, dear. 
ss 


s 
Tramp. Madam, permit me to crave your charity ; it is now full 
three days since I touched b 5 

Sevptical Housewife. Really, now; and how many years is it 
since you touched water? 


THE BRITISH WORKMAN. 
Pictures and Underlines by J. F. SULLIVAN. 
Aypearing Weekly in 


LAR ES? 


ONE HALFPENNY. ONE HALFPENNY. 


if 
A 


8 


Saturday, dune 29, 1896.) 
TOOTSIE OFF AGAIN. 


— 


THERE was once a comic epoch when books used to be called 
“comic” on the title page, but, with a few exceptions, were not 
very conical inside. 

These were the 
Comic Histories of 
England, Greece and 
Rome; the comic 
English Grammar, 
n comic Biackstone, 
and a comic Brad- 
=, From the 177 
named, @ propos o 
the 4 a rail- 
way n 1 
quote a little poem 
called “Graves of 2 
Household: it is 
pleasant reading for 
would-be excur- 
sionists : 

They grew in beauty 
side by side, 

They kicked up youth- 

ful shines ; 
Their graves are lying far 
and wid 


e, 
Ou many different 
lines, 


train, 
And mince-meat of him 
7 made, 
Packing up. The Eastern Counties’ 
line hath one ; 
He sleeps his last sound sleep, 
Near where alap off a viaduct 
An engine chose to len 
Another went from Euston Square 
an ill-fated train— 
An inquest held pronounced that he 
And cartel thos they la, who played 
arte! thus w 1. 
was — in the N 
ho, after every passing 
Cried * whip-behind in sport.” 


I have rend this up to poor Pa, whom it has moved to tears. He 
says, 1 my nearest and dearest friends and my own family 
would not be mean enough to travel with a copy of the“ HALF- 
Hotrpay " on their bodies, with nine claims already paid.” 

Billum and Alexandry are observed to exchange u significant 
wink, and smile u deadly smile. 
Prom the foregoing remarks you may, perhaps, have jumped at 

the conclusion that the time for our annual tour has come round 
azain, und that we are now departing for the seaside. Yes; 
Society is on the wing. Brixton is at Ramsgate, Clapham at 

Margate, and the 
Old Kent Road at 
Southend - on-Sea, 

tuttersea is 
another Sahar a, 
und the Dogs 

Home almost tran- 
quil. It is time we 
were off. 

Yesterday wo 
devoted to that 
most serious of 
solemnities— 
packing up. To- 
day we start. Our 
wcking was no 
easy work, A 
facetious writer 
has thus described 
how a carpet-bag 77 
should be packed :-_ 
“Take conta, waist- 
coats, bootjacks, 
hair-oil bottles, 
shirts, stockings 
and your best h. 
tumble them al 
topsy-turvy into 
the bag, and then 
stamp on them,” 

know nothing about such antiquated “ belongings” as carpet- 
bags, but our trunka have been a caution. Alter using Lardi 
inellectually as weight, I added Tottie to her, and triumphantl 
turned the key, but I am afraid the hinges have been unduly strained. 

It seems to mea strange thing that we can never start on our 
annual tour without uncertainty and unpleasantness. As usual, 
Lord Bob, whose treat it is supposed to be, is missing when most 
wanted. The night before our departure, the Dook Snook arrived 
with a post-card signed “ Bob,” stating that the first place we were 
going to was Brighton. Brighton be it. Brighton is one of the 
er ar I know, although some frumpish faddists are pleased 

o call it vulgar. 

A little later in the night, the Hon Billy turns up, out of breath, 
with a wire from Bob to say Hastings will be best. Hastings be 
it, only which station are we to start from? 

_ Billy, with his usual gallantry, takes Lardi in a hansom to 
Victoria, but has a fearful row about an unlikely-looking shilling 
he tenders to the cabman, and Lardi has to find another coin. 

At the station Bob is nowhere to be seen, and the Dook dis- 
covers he has not enough for the fares, and this time Jam com- 
pelled to contribute. 

But alter we three girls had taken our places and made ourselves 


A fearful row. 


First-class, of course ? 


nice and comfortable—first-class, of course—the Dook turns up to 
say that, with what [had given him added to his own store, it only 
rau to thirds, This is a good start! 


ALLY SLOPER'S HALF-HOLIDAY. 
ASK YOUR CHEMIST FOR 


SLOPER’S PILLS 


PRICE 4” PER BOX (50 PILLS). 


LOPER'’S PILLS ARE MADE FROM THE PRE- 
SCRIPTION OF AN EMINENT PHYSICIAN 
PRACTISING IN THE WEST END OF LONDON, 
and will be found invaluable in cases of Liver Complaint, Indiges- 
tion, all Stomachic Aftections, Giddiness, Nervousness, Shortness 
of Breath, Costiveness, Headache, Wind, Blotches ou the Skin, 
Pimples, Debility, Disturbed Nights, Unpleasant Dreams, Bilious- 
ness, Want of Tone, all Female Complaints, etc. 


“A SURE REMEDY.” 


10 Hooper Road, Custom House, 
December 15th, 1894. 


Messrs. GUM DEN d CO. 

DEAR SIRS,—In trying to thank you for 
your Pius, I must say that Iam most delighted 
and astonished with their marvellous results. I 
must acknowledge that when I feel seedy and 
down in the dumps I fly to what, after trying 
several things, I consider a Sure Remedy — 
Sloper's Pills. I need hardly say that I shall 
always them by me, and do my utmost in 
recommending them to others, as a slight return 
for the great benefit I have derived from them. 


Iam, yours faithfully, 
M. J. HOUSTON. 


IF YOUR CHEMIST DOES NOT KEEP SLOPER’S PILLS 
SEND 93? IN STAMPS TO 


THE PROPRIETORS, 


GURDEN & CoOo.,, 


98 SHOE LANE, FLEET STREET, LONDON, ., 
AND A BOX WILL BE SENT IMMEDIATELY. 


BREEZY BRIGHTON! 


THEIR acquaintance had begun on the pier, and he found out 
that their tastes in matters dramatic, literary and musical, were in 
perfect harmony. Also that her 5 was the genuine 
article and her hair golden by nature and not by borax bleaching. 
She intimated pares that her family were sowing at 339 Regency 
Square, and that they yenerally had tea handed round at about 
four. And he called. She received him alone, in a perfectly 
delightful at-home frock, the cerulean tint of which threw her 
blonde beauty into fresh relief, and Willington Flushvoucher felt 
that it was “a gone case” with him, So, like the bold, bad young 
house and estate agent that he was, he drew his chair very close to 
hers and, with a sudden dart, kissed her. 

“Oh, I say! she cried, re- arranging her curls, “do give over, 
there's a good boy.” N 

“Why should 17“ responded the wilful Willington, his mouth 
watering for another. 

“ Because papa might come in suddenly and catch you.” 

“What of that?” continued the impetuous youth; “at the very 
worst he could only kill me.” 

“Oh, he wouldn't do that!” replied the lovely creature, reas- 
suringly, “but he'd probably try and borrow a dollar of you, 
or any loose silver that you had, and, as 1 shouldn't like to 
offend you—having taken rather a liking to you—I'd rather the 
ihe shouldn't occur. I know fellows hate to be tapped 

ike that.” 

During the rest of that short interview—for he suddenly 
remembered an appointment—Willington Flushvoucher's conduct 
was of the most decorous character, and that night, when every- 
mdr had gone to the Aquarium or the Alhambra, he re-strapped his 
Gladstone bag and left for town. 


— 


ALL THE DIFFERENCE. 


THEY were sitting at the hotel-window waiting to see the Shah- 
zada come along, and he was endeavouring to impress the delight- 
ful girl in white who was sitting next to him with the idea that he 
had been a great traveller, and knew all there was that was worth 
knowing about the home of the bronzed Afghan. 

„Ot course, they'd laugh at anything of the kind here,” he said 
waxing descriptive,“ but if you d ever seen the Ameer going round 
his capital you'd admit that, as a spectacle, it would want à bit of 
beating. First of ail come the guards, then a lot of musicians 
whacking their tum-tums——” 

2 rey. you forget yourself, sir,” interrupted Beauty, haughtily. 
“Even if it is the custom in Afghanistan to 1 delight by 
smacking their—er—chest, you need not allude to it in such vulgar 
terms.“ 

Then some charitable person led him aside—not that it made the 
least difference, for she never would smile upon him again—and 
explained to him that the instrument he intended to allude to was 
evidently the tom-tom, and he went out into the afternoon sun 
and groaned in agony. 

a 


VOICES OF THE SAGES. 


THE worthy Bishop Hall has THE Revered A. SLOPER begs 
said, * These things are comely to zuld: A“ traveller's" pub. on 
and pleasant, und worthy of Sunday morning, a learned man 
honour from the beholder: A not telling everybody about it, 
young saint, an old martyr, 4 n great man squeezing up to 
religious soldier, a conscien- inake room fora lady inatram- 
tious states. u. a great man car, u child that doesn’t mind 
courteous, oa learned nan its father interviewing its 
humble, a child that under- mone x-box, u cheerful com- 
stands the eye of its parents,a jmnion without any 1.0. U. 
cheerful companion) without forms, a young father swearing 
vanity, a friend not changed unt the man who bought his son 
with honours. u sick man hi nnd heir a drum and a constant 
and a sinner penitent.” reader of the“ HOLIDAY.” 
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THE FREE AND EASY CURATE. 


— 


Sou pet curates, poor fellows, always think that they can 
manage the lower orders, 

The Rev. Jack Fitz-George had a good deal of a weakness this was, 

He was a 

ood fellow, 
born to lead a 
jolly, pane 
xo-lucky life 
He wouldn't 
have played 
too much Nap. 
He wouldn't 
have gone 
racing—too 
much. He 
wouldn't have 15 
done too many 
music-hall 
matinéve, He 
would have 
never done 
anything of 
the kind, but 
would have 
beena popular, 
good sort of 
fellow—say, in 
a decent line 
regiment. His 
men would 
have liked 
him. His 
brethren of 
the mess — &—.. 
would have Danced with the coster girls. 
liked him. 

Only for some reason or the other—and when you say some 
reason or the other, depend upon it, it's something in petticoata— 
he decided to go into the Church, 

He was a high churchman, and like most of them went in for 
costers and all that sort of thing. 

He was great at getting up days out in the country. Not on 
strictly teetotal 3 was no humbug- but where there 
was not too much and to spare in the way of liquor. The costers 
aud the Arriets liked him hugely. He would play skittles with 
the men, and box with 'em. and run against them, and what's more 
beat them. With the coster-girls he was a great favourite, and 
thought nothing of having a dance with them to the tune of the 
church band when they were out for the day, 

The superintendent of police down his way was very fond of 
him. Je didn't believe in human nature—particularly coster 
human nature—in the least. 

He said to the curate, “ Look here, sir, you're a good sort, but 
these begyars 
ure like tiger 
cats; they re 
alright to the 
eientiſie keep - 
ers like nie 
who know all 
their ikey 
little ways, 
but with out. 
siders it's u 
little more 
dangerous 
than vou 
think. The 
keeper in the 
Zou tickles the 
lion's nose with 
a straw, but 
let the visitor 
who pays his 
bob try it on 
—its danger- 
ous fun. I've 
been brought 
up with these 
beggars all 
my life. Jun 
the keeper 
cove, you 
know.” 

The_ curate 
laughed, and 
said the superintendent was a wicked old cynic, that he had 
better come into his 0 ad have a whisky. 

Said the superintendent, “ What you've got most to guard against 
is the cheap booze that sets the jealousy tap going.” 

“They won't be jealous of me.” 

The superintendent winked thoughtfully, and said, Oh!“ Our 
friend the curate was a very good looking fellow. 

* 


His song was stopped by a brick bat. 


* * * * * 

A month afterwards the curate was at his best at a big show at 
Box Hill. He had beat the costers at sports. He had danced with 
one very particularly pretty little “ 'Arriet,” with blue eyes and a 
pug nose. She had a young man who had rather a nasty look 
about the eyes. Somehow or other he left tne church revellers, 

When evening came the curate said he would walk in front and 
lead the way; it had grown very dark. and they should all sing a 
chorus—not hymns, but a jolly good old English song. 

His song was stopped by a brick-bat that nearly split his skull. 

They took 
him to an inn, 
where he ling- 
ered on for a 
while. The 
superinten- 
dent came 
down to see 
him and sat by 
his bed. 

The curate 3 
opened his 8 
eyes. He must 5 ( 
have been == ih | 
wandering, : Aaah { 
just a little. S 4 ! IK | 

“The lions é ! 
have been too 
much for the 
amateur" he 
said. “poor 
Arrys and 
“Arriets'— 


eves, then 
opened them. 
© They're ring- 
ing for Matins, 
I think.” And 
so he answered 
to the call. 

The superin- 
tendent wiped his eyes on the counterpane. Ile was a—good 
fellow,” he said, n (something) too good for the biz.” 

And that was the curate’s epitaph. 


“They're ringing for Matins, | think.” 


“ne . ve 8 ernennen 9 — 8 L 
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‘ 
“Yes, dear; I get my | 
1 1 eee breach f 1 
1 " * Promise cases.“ — Bri ra, 

“Take him away, policeman, he's à naughty boy.“ “Ah, ah! ‘you'd ati tates celiac aah enemas “Tell us. Dill. what von have got in that box?” How do JSrom Letter of “he, 7 
suoucr take her away, wouldu't you? No. 2.—The Beach, Clacton. you know I'm Bill +" “ Guessed it.“ Then, guess what's in it.” Lady. [ 
„ 

%% Miss Sloper will be delighted to receire photographs from those DISTINGUISHED PEOPLE INTERVIEWED BY A. SLOPER.—RALPH PEACOCK, Esq. 
of her friends whose portraits have not yet been inserted. N | 
* ‘ 


TOOTSIE’S FRIENDS. 


a ee aS 


mon 
shal. 
wait 
the | 


2 
“Well, Mr. Peacock, I have no doubt you feel highly gratified to know that Iam Fes. first of all I tackled Jack Minais.— (2) ‘Jack.’ said I. ‘that man must 
about to immortalise you by giving an account of this interview in the pages of the have the Inne Ribbon. Just you tell Freddy Leighton so," and Jack said, ‘Look 
H.-H.“? Not much.“ “Not much! You astonish me! Heavens! You rising here, old cock,’ yon know his biunt English way, ‘Look here, old cock, speak to Fred 
8851 artists, I fear, are sometimes spoilt by success,” “It is not that, MR. SLOPER, ourself. No one better than you kncws their own power of persuasion. Hang 
t Id much rather you wouldn't.” ' Ah. 1 see, Modesty. But, my dear young t all, I never heard such——” “ Disinterested kindness, Well, no, perhaps not. You 
friend, you must not let that—(yct von are to be commended for it. I admire have not known me long, my young friend. 80 L called on Freddy and put it to him 
modesty, aud go in a bit for it myself)—stand in the way of Fame. No,no!—(1) straight. (3) Freddy, said I, I shouldn't mind the bit of sarsnet myself, but give 
When I saw yom this year, “A Rose, a Lily, a Dove, a Serpent, a Little it to young Peacock, my boy!” “Well, of all the “* Instances of self-sacrifice 


Honey, a and a Handful of Clay (I like short titles), I said ‘Come that takes the gingerbread nut’? Perhaps it does. Now, as you do feel, no- doubt, 

what may, he must aud shall be interviewed, for it is indeed a meritorious work! greatly indebted to me, I'll tell you what, you shall paint my portrait, and we'll cry 4 
You took the Blue Ribbon of English Art in 1892?" I did. MR. SLOPER.” “The 1 there!“ — (4) And A. SLOPER struck an attitude. “How will this pow 
No. 397.— Miss MILLIE WILLBROOK. subject for the composition being ‘Victory’?” “It was.” “Exactly. A very jo?” As Mr. Peacock gazed upon the Wreck with a critical eye, he murmurc?, 
appropriate subject in your case. Now, I'm going to let you into a secret. Possibly A Nose, a Hat. a Black Bottle, a Little Clove, a Gouty Umbrella, and a Bagful of 
For never have I known a fairer maid. The Dook Snook. it may surprise yon to that you are to a large extent indebted to the molest Wind,” and sail he conld trust himself to do it from memory.— (5) And this 1s 

7 “ Mere words must fail to picture half her e e Bok individual who raises his stately height before you for your success on that occasion” what he had the audacity to forward to Mildew Court! A. SLOPER has done with 8 
, 5 5 harms. 5 “Why, you old.“ “*Pal. I am much obliged to you,’ you were going to say. Nay, Peacock for ever and for ever. His age. yemthfal as it is, protects him from a severe She. 
My heart is hers ulone to take or spurn. —The Hon Billy. nay, I require no thanks, True talent is ever recognised by ALEXANDEK SLOPER. chastisement. But never let him seek SLOPER again. He. | 


MORE CRUELTY. 


opment 40 


— — 


(1) As the Elder was enjoying the cool waters of the loch the (2) Something gripped him, and he roarei, “Sharks aud boiled cods: (3) And the Laird yelped, “ Had the cross-eyed cuttle-fish that time,” and the Elder 
other day. what's this?“ made the best time on record for the shore. 


Saturday, June 29, 1895.) 


d * ν . 
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Commission PCS | 


OUR WEEKLY WHIRLIGIG. 


Worthy friends, again I thank you. These weekly ovations I have come to regard as the proudest 
moments of my life, and I assure you 1 stead the rest of my time marching around for that which 
shall deserve your kindly appreciation. But you are doubtless impatient, and I will not keep you 
waiting ; 80 up goes the curtain on the following show :—’7is not philanthrapy alone, That prompts 
the bear to make the luan:—A very great success, you know, Attended this delight{ul shor :—Sir 


LOVE GAMES. 


THE REASON WHY. 
She. Why don't 


in marry ? 
He. Can't afford it, by Jove! Can barely afford to keep an 
eyc-glass, dou't yer know. 


8 PRESCRIBING A REMEDY. 
T cuess, stranger, you'll require a blue pill for that nervousnes 
unless you boil up pretty slick.” 


“T say, you never play tennis with me now, Maud.“ “ Why, what's the use? you always beat me.“ “Oh, 
that's it? But you retaliate by striting.”’ 


TTenry’s speech the other night, Caused all his hearers much delight :—Just gaze on this and vow 
have seen, A picture of the “ might have been” :—Gray's Inn upon its Great Grand Night, Was 
really an imposing siaht :—The German Emperor has secn That“ Waterloo” is still kept green:— 
Hove many veterans there are, Who've bravely screed in time of rar. There you are, my 

that's the lot this werk. Bye-bye!——THE SLOPERIAN SHOWMAN, 


a oe 


GOOD 612! 

Prophetess. Tes: an' when yer gits married to that blne-eyed 
dook. whot I told yer of, yer must be very careful during the 
year his grace's ‘orse wins the Derby, ‘cos there'll be a Princess 
Of the Royal Blood a- ofjealous yer in tl. at ycar l 


SATISFACTORY. 
First Super, Why, Sploffer, ol man, don't ver lock stunnin’. 
Second Super. Yus, dear boy: got a proper s * 
eat pound o sausagers ou the stage every night for six months; 
thirty bob a wock, 


aviev GI ADT HDIc BWA AT EM ew 


ALLY-CAMPANE. 


— 


QvuartER Day has once more plunged the majority of the 
inhabitants of this vast city of ours into despondency. Luckily 
for his staff, though, 
A. SLOPER has man- 
aged to evade the 
Vast army of duns 
who were, on Mon- 
day last, tracking 
hin like _ blood. 
hounds, and he. is 
now skimming,with 
heart palpitating 
with joy, towards 
the glorious sea. It 
takes a sinarter man 
than a Quarter Day 
dun to get the better 
of the Eminent. A. 
SLorer’s address 
for the next three 
months is only 
known to himself. 


HAVE vou heard 
of Finks, New arte 
ing tus 
No:“ wall you will 


Coon says, for it is an invention which promises to me highly 
popular, By, means of jointed sculls, one is enabled to ait facing 
the direction in which the boat is going, thus avoiding all danger 
of collision, so frequent when one is sculling without a cox. The 
movement of the body in just the same as with ordinary sculls, 
and we have no doubt that Mr. Pink's useful invention will be 
largely adopted. ee 
2 


THE Colchester Town Clerk has been very rightly protesting 
against the discharge of sewage into the River Colne, at East 
Donyland and Wyvenhoe, on the ground that it is seriously 
detrimental to the oyster fishery. But the Local Authorities have 
treated his communication with contumely, the Chairman 
“doubting whether anything that went into the river at the places 
named could injure the fishery,” and n Mr. Wadley delicately 
alluding to the Town Clerk's letters as all “Tommy Rot.” Who 
can wonder now at the oyster care! If fish, nurtured in poisoned 
waters like this, did not spread diphtheria and typhoid, it would be 
nothing less than a marvel, oe 

* 


Dr. Kl. ENS, a well-known American doctor, has been commenting 
unfavourably upon the increasing devotion to athletics displayed 
by the fair sex of this country. 
In his opinion, Englishwomen 
will soon lose all their charm 
of feminality and become coarse, 
brawny, muscular creatures, be- 
reft of all that winning grace and 
charm for which they have long 
been famous. Let the English 
maiden enjoy the open air by all 
means,” ys the doctor, but 
let it be in a rational manner, 
not in the violent sports and 
exercises that are fast eliminating 
from her nature all that is sweet 
and womanly.” | 

a 


* 

THE Annual Bull Show at 
the Royal Aquarium last week 
was undoubtedly the finest on 
record, both in class and number 
of entries, and both the Manage- 
ment and the Club are to be 
heartily congratulated upon the 
successful result of their efforts. 
We've been thinking of going in 
for a bull at 99 ; it would be a fine 
thing to keep poets and other 
nuisances at a tafe distance, 


s 

Ir is quite untrue that we intend 
getting up 2 National Shilling Testimonial to the editor of 
Larks! Such a scheme would, we have no doubt, meet with 
a magnificent response from the country, but the chief of our 
mammoth ha'penny comic is quite content with the appreciation 
of the public. Buy Larks! weekly, and recommend it to your 
friends ; that alone is the reward he asks, 

A. SLOPER has most tefully declined the offer of the New 
York Suicides’ Club, to allow his name to be enrolled among its 
members, As Mrs. Sloper says, he'll kill himself quite as surely at 
the Rumfoonxlers'. oie 

s 

A. SLOPER was recently called upon by the Dandy Roll and 
Paper Maker Engincering Company, to view some beautiful 
specimens of water marking appliances. recently invented, we 
believe, and manufactured by them at their works. The Eminent, 
it is needless to say, was delighted with the honour conferred upon 
him, and recommended the firm to at once start inventing an 
„ Unsweetened" Marking Apparatus, when he will have more to 
say on the subject. °° 


Tanqueray, it must 
by no means be taken 
for granted that the 
former piece had failed 
to attract. Before 
starting on his tour, 
Mr, Alexander had 
arranged some tiine 
since to revive some of 
the most popular plays 
in his répertvire, and 
the success crowning 
these tactics is sufti- 
cient answer to those 
cavillers who sneered 
at the adoption of the 
policy, To assist him 
in these revivals, the 
genial manager has 
gathered round him 
nearly all the original 
representatives of the 
respective characters, 
und we have no hesi- 
tution in asserting 
that a stronger body 
of artistes has rarel 
been collected beneat 
one roof, 
* 
s 


FARLY next month Mr. William Gale will have an Exhibition of 

aintings in oil of Orchids, sketches of the Swiss Oberland, and 
1 1885 and other subject pictures, at the Gainsborough Gallery, 
Old Lond Street. Ut should be worth a visit. 


ALLY SLOPER'S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


Iw spite of Merry Ascot and other counter attractions, the 
Alhambra Theatre of Varieties was splendidly patronized by the 
general public through- 
out last week. Londoners 
seem to have gone stark, 
staring mad over the 
wrestling business, and 
watch with breathless 
interest the various styles 
adopted by these athletes. 
If for nothing elne than 
that wrestling, the 
Alhambra is well worth 
a visit. „ 


THe Tottering Struc- 
ture has this day been 
pleased to confer the 
Award of Merit” upon 
Dr. CHARLES HOLTOM, 
because he can take three 
different chairs, “¥ey- 
ther,” chortled he of the 
Cerulean Optics, “ vou've 
hevidently placed yer 
Diplomer in the right 
spot this time. The man 
that is so widely respec- 
ted that three seperit 
candidates sill ‘ave him 
chairman of their meet- 
in's, must be deservin’ 
of any honer. Why, 
oh why, my parient, 
ain't you looked up to 
by the world like this, instead of——" But the Ancient guessel 
what was coming, and promptly stopped further insult with a 
well-delivered “ oner” upon the smeller. 


THE battle for Cricket Champion Honours still goes steadily on. 
Although the Surrey combination are hot favourites, and their 
brilliant form notwithstanding, we should be willing to take two 
counties (at an outside price, of course) to beat them at the finish, 
viz: Lancashire and Hamps ire, . 


_.COMMENTING last week upon the success of that wonderful 
little magazine, The Happy Jlome, we omitted to say that its 
price is one penny weekly. And a marvellous penn' orth it is. 


e 
THE Shahzada is very much in love with England. The 
thing that has chietly struck him since his sojourn here, is the 
confounded impudence and tremendous nose of A. SLOPER. He 
wants the latter individual to return with him to Afghanistan. 
The Eminent, though, has far too much respect for his head. 


1 s 
THE seaside season has now commenced, you can see that with 
half an eye. The streams of luggage piled upon four-wheelera, the 
crowded railway 
lat forms, the 
tling tip-ex - 
pectant porters, 
the holiday aspect 
and attire of the 
waiting passen- 
gers, all point to 
the fact that the 
great B. P. has 
started its annual 
outing. And by 
the briny it is just 
the same. An nir 
of activity r- 
es the whole 
place. The boats 
and the bathing 
machines have 
been dragged 
from their winter 
shelter, the 
niggersand bands 
have put * Ce 
Appearance, e 
houses bristle 
with apartment 
bills, ev ing 
in general an- 
nounces that the 
place is ready for 
its pigeons, and 
will commence the plucking operation without the smallest delay. 
s 

THE replies from provincial mayors published by the Daily 
Telegraph, on the subject of the Grace Testimonial, were amusing 
reading. For petty self-importance, pomposity condescension, and 
conceit, many of the telegrams would be hard to beat, and 
quite justify the novelist or the playwright in his humorous 

conception of the ty country town mayor. 


2 
A. SLOPER is sorry to hear that that * hunting ground of 
the wearied Londoners, Merry Margate, is threatened with the 
loss of the favourite of its all too few promenades. We mean the 
walk along the cliff to the flagstaff, which, owing to the short- 
sighted policy of the Town Council In refusing to 2 it and 
the adjoining thirteen acres, is now in active course of development 
into a “new estate.” The trail of the serpent, we mean builder, is 
over it all. and when once that individual makes a fair start, he 
may be safely backed to reduce the loveliest spot in nature to 
hideous chaos, * 1 
Huzzau. for the rod and line! cheers for the joyous sport of 
9 ! The close season is o er, and once again may the disciple 
of Isaac Wal- 
ton indulge in 
the pastime so 
dear to his 
heart. Out 
with the 
tackle; let 
us overhaul 
reel and 
winch, rods, 
hooks, lines ; 
all the multi- 
tudinous para- 
phernalia of 
the fisher- 
man's outfit. 
and hie us to 
some favoured 
nook to renew 
once again the 
hostilities 
long waged 
aguinst the 
tiuny denizens 
of the stream, 
Happy is the 
man who 
angles, for he 
has a contented spirit. Peace and good sport be with him, that 
he need not draw on his imagination, than whom no man posse Ses 
a finer. 


Satt 
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A CHRONICLE OF CURIOUS 
A CALENDAR FOR TUK WRRK ENDING JULY EVENTS, aa 
— . 
30th June, 1606.—“I went,” writes Evel ? 
“with a select Committee of the Commissioners fur Uli, date, | oe 
Hospital, and with Sir Christopher Wren, where with hie Yi ? 
the first stone of the intended foundation, precixely at five 0. 1 ih 8 
in the evening, after we had dined together, Mr. Flaum ten te ( 


king's astronomical professor, observing the punc F 
instruments.“ punctual time by 


Ist July, 1864.—By an act which came into oper; ö 
day, over eighty n in London, on the N 1 
Thaines, were abolished. Turnpike were so called from poles: 
bars ( prkes) swung on a pivot, so that they could be fun- rou na 
when the road was required to be opened for the passige of hora, 
men or vehicles, Ben Jonson says: “1 move upon ins axis like, 
turnpike.” 8 


2nd July, 1613.—“ J will entertain you at present.” 8 
Henry Wotton this day, “with what ha 8 a Fall 
The king's players had a new play called, ‘ All is True,’ represent. 
ing some principal pieces of the reign of Henry the Eighth, which 
was set forth with many extraordinary circumstances of pomp ar d 
U 14 even to the matting of the stage, the Knights of the Orde 
with their George and Garter, the guards with their embroidered 
coats, and the like: sufticient in truth, within a while, to mak. 
greatness very familiar if not ridiculous, : . 


3rd July, 1841.—Mrs. Mountain, a celeb ist. di 
this duy, seventy. : ebented ‘vocalist, died 


4th July, 1801.—Under this date, Hutton thus descr; 

Miss Phoebe Brown, of Matlock. “In — about Be 1 55 
about thirty, well- proportio round faced and ruddy. Her den 
is more manly than a man’s, and can easily cover forty miles a ag 
Her common dress is a man’s hat, coat, with a spencer above it 
und men's shoes, IJ believe she is a stranger to breeches, She 
can lift one hundred-weight with each hand, and carry fourteen 
score. 


Mrs. 

5th July, 1890.—An Indianapolis telegram of this dat ‘ She eve 
“John Hautes cael five years, has been arrested lore Yor ince. does tha 
diarism. He has conf to having set fire to five buildings bottom 


just to see the fire and make the horses run. it goes 


6th July, 1890.—An expert Michigan swimmer, named John ieee 
I.. Soules, attempted to swim through the Niagara Rapids, where 4 eae 
Webb met his death in 1888, He entered the water from ea bot [am tats 
about a mile above the rapids, and was carried down stream with 
the frightful rapidity of the current. He passed through the upper 
rapids, but was severely injured, being dashed against a rock and 
badly cut. He was able to swim, however, and just managed to 
make to the shore, thus failing to pass the lower rapids, which are 


the most dangerous, 
meee ee 


THE USUAL PRELIMINARY. lanatior 
SHE was asked to sing in the drawing-room * 
For the joy of the fair and brave, 1 
But her cheeks flushed high with a red- rose bloom: quiry we 
“Your indulgence I needs must crave!” 


Gladly, she said, she would do the thing 
They desired (and a tear-drop rolled 
her eye), but truly she could not sing, 
She had got such an awful cold l. 


But now in that aristocratic “set” stance 0 
Her name it is never heard ; aroused | 
She cloistered herself, in a an vnge pet, ten-fold 
When—they took her at her word !! pnounc 
had ord 
rxercise, 


imagined 


— — 


A “FORTUNE” THAT CAME TRUE. 


As the scorching sun poured down on that galaxy of beauty and 
fashion that one only sees at Ascot, two hearts with but a single 
thought, two souls that were shortly to be united, wandered across 
the my Berkshire heath to where stood a group of gipsies’ 
caravans. For Angelica had asked Edwin to “let her have her 
fortune told.” . 

And when the olive-skinned Ishmaelite had promised Angelica 
all sorts of fun and happiness, and horses and yes, and a 
numerous family, Edwin thought he'd have a bob's-worth. Now 
two little sixpences don’t go far towards covering a briwny 
sipey's palm, but Edwin wouldn't spring any more. In vain the 
mother of the tribe wheedled and blarneyed: Edwin wouldn't 
1 i solitary tanner. So the“ fortune” he got only served 

im right. : 

“Tis a bad, uncanny hand ye have, pretty gentleman,” said the 
impostor, and it won't be many years before ye take to drink. 
Sorra’s the woman that weds yer, for misery ll be her lot to the 
end of her days. There's another thing I see here: youll be 
— up before long and tried before a magistrate on u serious 
charge.” : 

Angelica was as white as a sheet. 

“ Let us pat. she gasped, as she wrenched herself free from the 
miserable Edwin, and in a few more minutes she was lost in the 
crowd, 

e * * E e * 

That night, when all slept save the fleas in the coats of the 
gipsies’ dogs, Edwin prowled across the furze in the direction of 
the fortune-teller’s tent bearing a gun in each hand and a long 
knife stuck in his waistband. Two shots in rapid successions 
shriek—the gipsy camp arou-ed— Edwin taken reu- handed: 

FCC 
su uent ings at the police- court, y it all coming 
true, and in bach a short space of time, too; oh, I do believe in 
fortune-tellers !” 

—— —ñ—ũ— 


THE SILVER LINING. 5 1 

WHETHER he had been too precipitate in flopping on his knees 
to a girl he had only known three weeks, or whether a /apsu 
lingua, or occasional break in his grammar given him away 0 
her, and proclaimed him to be a stranger to the dooks 15 
duchesses he professed habitually to mix with, he cannot adie 
crn os is toll gh . her utmost height, fro 
mperio an nted to the door. 

olige oes ty nvinn this house,” she said, “and, if we should 
chance to meet in the iuture, let it be as total strangers, if yo 


enge. ae 

“Oh, with the greatest o' pleasure,” he grinned, as he arose and 
dusted the knees of his thirteen-bob paralysers. t her 

“TL might add,” said the proud girl, with a scornful curl o 
upper lip, “that you take my refusal very philusophically. nts 

„Rather!“ chuckled the rejected, “it's you always 1 0 
us to meet as etrangers—total strangers—and that gives me an 
chance. For if there's one sort o fellow you're fonder of ex Hl 
and a, scouts yin more than another it's a lv 
stranger! Toodley- oodley ! 5 

Only witha posi for the cost of the thing the enraged eae 
forebore to hurl the 1 Old Chelsea flower vase that wen 
near her right haud after him, as he disappeared throug! 
curtained doorway. 

— nee 


And she 
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THE RIVAL ROTTEN ROW. 
une 29, 1895, n Parks hae Novels er riding, ariving, ete) a 
Says beautiful, bounti- 

VENTS, „ k Ee ful Bertie, . What ! 
u. 1498, { thie we ve loa Ban This Battaheea Park's 

ee ee Tors Much bwighter than 
foe date ("eS eee the Wow, bai Jove! 
fo Te ode ant dove 
mit ve O'vloe|: 
Fluastent. oi: With bwougham and 


cycle, and with 
8 


ctual time by We heah may have ware 
fun i 


eration 16 un . 8 
rth deal So, from Mayfair let's 
from poles ur quickly go— 

B turned round ‘or Battahsea 

ange of horse. „beats WottenWow! 
my axis like a Yaas,doncherknow— 


‘Tis comme il faut— 
And for our show 


ent,” writes 8. 

the Bank sid. 1 Wotten 
rue. represent. : 5 
Eighth, which Says Arry to his Ar- 


es of pomp and 
ts of the Order 
ir embroider-d 


riett, 
“This ere's a pretty 
you 
vero all the Hupper 


while, to make Ten and such 
eer On Batt'sea Park now laid their clutch ! 
| vocalist, died They bring their bro-ams and their bikes, 
bloomin’ well do what ae ie ! 
thus describes Zo, as they makes our Park quite low, 


u goin’ tu tike on Rottern Row! 
esol con our show—once cummy fo; 
So off we'll go to Rottern Row!" 


— — 


AN AWFUL ORDEAL. 
Mrs, GREENIDE was jealous, there was no doubt about it at all. 


ut five feet six, 
ddy. Her step 
rty miles a dax. 
encer above it, 
breeches. She 
carry fourteen 


this date says: She even admitted the impeachment herself, and when a woman 
ice. does that, why, you can lay any blessed thing you like, from your 
3 tonsa dele’ to ducks’ eggs, that it's true; this being, 80, 


five buildings : 

it goes without saying that poor G. had no of a rough 
h it. Let us 4 justice and say, that his wife's constant 
suspicions were totally uudeserved, except, perhapa—but there, 


hat's another story. 
W ware 1 2 totally undeserved, wasn't 
ra, G. 


Where were we! Oh, 
it? Well, in spite of this, led him an awful dance. To 


er, named John 
Rapids, where 
or from a boat 
wn stream with 


‘ough the upper use her own expression, “She always had her eye upon him; and 
inst a rock and as that particular optic she devoted to this a was an ex- 
ust managed to ceptionally keen one, and, moreover, powered the not uncommon 
pids, which are power of largely magnifying very ordinary details into 3 

suspicious symptoms, Greenide passed a considerable portion of his 


spare time in jae ex- 


et 7 


lanations of his generally ¢ 
= blameless conduct. . ‘Z . 
room 385 ~~ 
rose bloom: 
21 
8 
sing, 
aroused her suspicions with 
ten-fold violence: Greenide 
nnounced that his doctor 
had ordered him walking 
xe reise 
RUE. 
y of beauty and 


th but a single 
wandered acruss 
roup of gipsies' 
zt her have her 


mised Angelica 
arriayes, and a 
s- worth. Now 
ring a brawny 
e. In vain the 
Edwin wouldu't 
got only served 


And fo:low she did. Poor woman, though her boots were new 
nd a size too small, she dogged her man at a swinging four-mile 
mit league after league. She enjoyed it at first, the sense of 
succeeded mile the 
8 Her feet were 
re and blistered, her limbs acted furiously, her frame trembled 
vith exhaustion, ‘but s00n now success must crown her efforts. 
‘urely he must be close now upon the scene of his guilty assigna- 
ion. But no, on he goes still, striding away as though he had not 
lready covered ly a dozen miles, and footsore, weary, 
panting, his pursuer staggers on in his track. 


* * * e 
What is this that the eye of the returning 
d after a brief refresher he once again sets his face towards home; 
his huddled heap of clothes lying prone by the wayside? Is itn 


n to e porate, 


eman,“ said the 
take to drink. 
» her lot to the 
here: you'll be 
ate on u serious 


elf free from the 
was lost in the 


yes—no—yer, it is Mrs. GREENIDE, 
And ehe's never tried the same game 


— 


BELLES OF THE BUFFET. 
No. 42.—THE BniraxxIA GIRL. 
“A cup of Samian wine, 
my dear, 
A cup of Samianwine i 
And, ere my longing lips 
come near 
That draught so rich and 


tine, 

I'll pledge thee with a 
pledge of love— 

Ill praise thy ways be- 


nign— 
I'll swear that charms 
which rank above 
Angelic charms are thine ! 


“A cup of Samian wine, my 
tt) 


fay! 
And all the tuneful Nine 
Shall teach me, with a 
love-lorn Iny 
To make thy blue eyes 


shine— 
Shall teach me what sweet 
words to say 
In every ardent line, 
Thou formed of more than 
mortal clay, 
Thou more than half-divine!” 


So spake I to Britannia’s Miss, 
A suppliant at her a 

And deemed my dear would grant me this, 
05 a cashless purse was mine. 


* 

he coats of the 
the direction of 
and and n long 
id succeasion—a 
- handed: 

she read of the 
it all coming v0 
1 do believe in 


ng on his knees 
hether a lupsus 
ven him away te 
the dooks aud 
ne cannot say for 
height, frowned 


if we should 
die if you 


„ as he arose and 


nful curl of her 

phically.” 

De always wants 
ives me another 
onder of ogling 

ther it's a tola 


» enraged beauty 
r vase that stot 
red through the 


ppence: But his brawny arms around me quick 
Did her chucker-out entwine : 
For she would not let me have on tick 
That cup of Samian wine! 
thors. 
ZIEL. 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


THE EDITOR'S LETTER-BOX. 


— — 
Dran gn. —1 sce that ily appeal da behelf of poor M 
—I see our weekly a on of poor Mrs, 
Gordon Fraser 3 Still, I Lee sure that you will excuse 
the liberty I take in anne you to kindly to her the 
enclosed P.O. for ten shillings, with sincere sympathy, and to 
assure her that the delay in sending this little offering has not 
been caused by indifference or unwillingness on my part, but 
simply because I-am only an elderly single woman, with a tin 
income, and was obliged to wait until one of my very small divi- 
dends became due. Trusting that ehe will soon find. friends who 
can, and will, give her more substantial help, I remain. yours faith- 
fully, : Ax OLD MAID. 
% Will the kind lady send us her name and address, not for 
publication, but so that we may send her one of poor Fraser's 
wings ?—(Epitor A. 8. H.-H.“) 


— RERENIE: SineinEnEeneeT 
SLOPER’S ANCESTORS. 


No. 37.—PaTRick PARMESAN SLOPER. 
Born, 1739. Died from over exertion, 1762. 


the 
terminated his 7 rather than endure the shame uent 
upon the loss of the family title ; but Patrick Parmesan, the eldest 


son, who now became head of the house, was not the Johnnie 
to follow the example of his ill-fated father from a like cause. 

Vivian Vaseline not the moral courage to look an awkward 
situation in the face, but his first-born was quite another sort. 
He was an intelligent, highly-educated young fellow, well up in 
the history of his ancient race, and the gradual decline of the 
family fortunes had been a matter of much interesting study, 
affording ample food for reflection. 

e recog! now, that the Slopers had had their day. The 
old régime under which they had plundered, fought, plotted and 
murdered was at an end ; but little survived of the feudal system 
under which the test of them had successfully ruled, and in 
one way, felt decidedly thankful that the Lords 
had relieved him from the necessity of endeavouring to maintain 
a position with which the altered state of his fortunes was not in 
agreement. He saw plainly that the refusal of the last few gene- 
rations to adapt themselves to the altered e had 
slowly but surely brought about their ultimate downfall, and that 
only by an entirely fresh start upon another foundation, could the 
fortunes of his house be rebuilt. 

If only there could arise ong them one with the fine com- 
mercial enterprise of that grand old founder of the house, Henry 
de Bovril, the name and fame of the Slopers would, he felt, emerge 
Phenix-like from its ashes. For himself, he had no hope of 
fulfilling so great a mission; but he felt called 1527 to inaugurate 
a new order of things which should help to bring about that 
desirable end. 

Patrick Parmesan accordingly put the estate up for auction. Of 
the twelve thousand broad acres which had once been the inheri- 
tance of a Sloper, nought now but a miserable potato 
patch; and this, with the ruins of the fine old castle, were 
purchased by a speculative builder, and, a few weeks later, the 
grandest specimen of early Norman architecture was razed to the 
ground, though it is interesting to know that it is upon the exact 
site that the present Mildew Court now stands. 

With the small sum thus realised, Patrick Parmesan set about 
finding some suitable employment, for in pursuance of his noble 
resolve, he had made up his mind to doa thing which no Sloper 
had done for centuries—work ! Fatal determination ! 

In consideration of a couple of hundred down, an influential 
acquaintance procured for him a situation under Government. 
The duties were not heavy, consisting chiefly of chewing pen- 
ends, and looking gravely important when anybody called. But 
Patrick Parmesan caine of a stock to whom work was but a name ; 
his constitution was not proof against the fatigue, and at the enc 
of six months he broke down utterly, and passed | ly away, 
a sainted martyr to his lofty principle. 

(Tu be continued next week.) 


SEASIDE SONNETS. 
No. 1—THE First Sxirr. 

THE costerman rides in the railway train, 

And his “donah beside him sits, 
While away to the shore of the wide, wild main 

The steam-engine tleetly flits. 
They feel, though their trip will be ended at night, 
That there stretches before them a year of delight, 
When, rne from the beach to the train on the line, 
Comes the first little breath of the joy-giving brine! 


The juveniles ride in the railway train, 
And their mother this question hears : 

“What scent is the scent coming over the plain ?"— 
„It's the smell of the sea, my dears!" 

And oh! how they dance, how they revel and prance 

1 4 they never on ocean have yet get n glance), 

When, upborne from the beach to the train on the line, 
Comes the first little breath of the bliss-giving brine ! 


The invalid rides in the railway train, 

Seeking health from the healthful shore ; 
And ever he writhes with A cares of pain, 

And his heart, like his ly, is sore. 
But the angel of Hope comes to soothe and to cheer, 
And the — Convalescence seems hovering near, 
When, upborne from the beach to the train on the line, 
Comes the first little breath of the life-giving brine! 


te 


AN HONEST MAN. 


LATE on Wednesday night last an e policeman of the 
E division was patrolling the Strand, when he beheld the ghost of 
an Ancient Moralist, bearing in its tight hand a lantern, prowling 
about the corner of Wellington Street, whence passed every now 
and then a straggling racing-man with sling glasses over his 


shoulder. . 

Presently one came along who seemed to have been doing him - 
self well.“ He cannoned up against the corner-post and then 
blundered on with his eyes cl as though he would have givena 
bob or two to have been in bed. Just as he was about to lurch 
across the roadway, dangerously in the rear of the avecring 
machine, the shade of Diogenes—for it was none other—steppe 
up and accosted him. 

“ Did you back the winner of the Royal Hunt Cup?” 

“1 should bally well think I did!” cried the weary but cheery 
one; “I not only had on my usual ‘couple,’ but a bit more besides, 
and I ain't going to Ascot to-morrow to let em have u chance 
o' getting it back, either.” 

The ghost seemed to be considerably excited. 

There's just time for one drink at the Gaiety if you hurry up,” 
it nid. Come and have one.” 

But why?“ 

Because 75 the first honest and truthful man I've met 
to-night. All the 217,993 others either fancied it, but got stalled 
olf or saw the right people backing it but missed the market, or 
had it mig from the jockey but couldn't fancy it on its book 
form, or — but I won't keep you to tell you of all the ‘certs’; 
you're the only truthful ono of the lot. Come on.“ 


HUNDREDS AND THOUSANDS. 
A Far-seeing Blind Man: A long-headed vendor of Venetians, 
“ AN Afternoon T“: The third letter in that word. 
A Two-wrist Trip: That made by the handcuffs on a prisoner. 
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A FATEFUL BUNKER. 


(A Sronr OF THE GOLF CouRsE.) 


— 


CHAPTER III. 


Miss ERMINIE TEMPLETON had not only the merit of looking 
nice when on the breezy links, but she also looked nice at home. 
When the salt 
breezes from the 
ovean romped with 
her hair on the 
links and drove 
stray tresses in rav- 
ishing dishevel- 
meut round her 
face, she was i- 
tiveiy bewitching ; 
but she was no less 
bewitching when 
presiding over 
afternoon tea. In 
the cosy parlour of 
theaunt whosecom- 
panion and ward 
she was, there was 
a pleasant looking 
group, a pleasant- 
ness which was 
emphasised by the 
presence of the stiff 
and §aristocratic- 
looking old lady 
who called Miss 
Templeton niece. 
Miss Templeton 
senior, had reach 
mature years with - 
out having con- 
sented to interfere 
in the direction of 
making a man happy or miserable, and there was little probability 
that any man would ever ask her now. Her interest in mankind 
now was wholly in a speculative way in reference to the future of 
her n whose matrimonial prospects she had fully made up her 
mind to control, and she kept an eagle eye on bifurcated humanity 
in the interests of that youn Lae 

“ Oh, I say, you girls,” o> Nelly Spence, a bright little brunette, 
with laughing eyes, “wasn't Mr. Stubbs perfectly awful to-day ! 
The man really ought to give up trying, he makes himself 
perfectly ridiculous.” 

“ He will make the fortune of the golf club makers, if he gocs on 
one is doing,” remarked Hetty Brown, as she lazily stirred her 


Erminie’s Aunt. 


“Two clubs to-day—one yesterday—he is a duffer!” continued 
Nelly Spence. 

“He'll improve,” said « 
Erminie Templeton, with 


a smile, 
“Improve — never!” 
said Miss Brown. 


« Life is not long enough 
for that man to become 
u golfer!" 

* He will live and die 
a duffer,“ said Nelly 
Spence. 

“An unmitigated 
duffer,” suid Miss Hetty 


Brown. 
“And will have two 
broken clubs, saltire- , 


wise, emblazoned on his 
tomb,” continued Nelly 
Spence. 

“You are too bad, girls 
—much too bad; there 
have been as poor players 
who have turned out 
well,“ said Erminie Tem- 


pleton, 
“To whom do von 
refer?” said the elder 


Miss Templeton. 

“To Mr. Stubbs,” said 
Hetty Brown. “He's a 
Nelly Spence. very great friend of 

Erminie's, you know, 
dear,” she added, rather mischievously. Page 

“Stubbs ?—it’s a terribly plebeian name,” said Miss Templeton, 
reflectively. ae ‘ 

“Terribly,” said Nelly Spence; “and he is quite as plebeian as 
his name. I believe his family was connected with butter.” 

“ Butter?” said Miss Templeton. 

„Wholesale.“ said Hetty Brown, apologetically. | 

“Certainly, wholesale, if that makes it any less heinons.“ 5 

It is too bad, girls, to talk that way about Mr. Stubbs. He isa 
nice young man, whatever his relatives may have been,“ said 
Erminie, with some spirit. ; 

A nice young man?” said Miss Templeton, in an awful voice. 
„Am I to understand you have made this young man's acquaint- 
ance, Erminie?” 

“Oh, certainly, I have spoken to him. 
on the links, you know.” 

“ And have you young 
ladies also spoken to this 
—person Stubbs?” said 
Miss Templeton, turning 
to the other girls. 

“Yes,” both replied, 
simultaneously, and Het- 
ty added, with a mouwe, 
“when we get a chance, 
you know, but, then, Er- 
minie usually has a mon- 
opoly of him.” 

“The one dread I have 
always had of the game 
of golf has been its ten- 
dency to break through 
the boundary lines which 
divide the classes,” said 
Miss Templeton, senten- 
tiously. “I have always 
fea the intrusion of 
the commoner sort of 
people in a game of such 
n democratic nature. 1 
ha ve borne much already, 
but one must draw the 
line somewhere, and I 
draw it at butter.” 

“Wholesale and re- 
tail?” said Hetty, de- 


One meets everyone 


murely. 
“It matters not how it Hetty Brown. 

is dealt in. Erminie, I 

forbid you to have any conversation with this person Tubbs.” 
“Stubbs, aunt.” 


“It matters not what the awful person's name is—I forbid vou 
to speak to him, there!“ as she left the room. 
(To be continued next week.) 
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THE “F.0.8." PORTRAIT GALLERY. THE GROAN OF ANGUISH. This G& 
SCENE—Jersey Steamer. 4 


„ Gp Sy 4 
Student of History (reads that Jane Shore was con. ö 


demned to walk about barcfooted in a shert). U Vol. XII. 
wish they'd impose penances agua, this blazing western ol * 


n 
No. 383.— Mk. HAnux BArrzusnux, F. O.S. 
“ As clever us he is beautiful, as droll as he is genial, as modest 2 re 


as he is talentel, Harry Battersby is an individual in whose 
company it would be impossible to feel anything but pleused. 
Ne is liked by everyone who knows him persoually, and admired 
by all those who are acquainted with his appearance only. 
As a theatrical manager he has very few equals in the United 
Kingdom, and no superiors whatever. As proprietor of the 


aurea Oe Co. nee EE Poor Little Tourist (in throes of agony). M here are we now, Waitcr—I mean Steward ? 


C 5 ee 8 j Steward, Abreast of Gros-nez, sir. TREASURES OF THE NASTY VASTY DEEP. 
3 try Lee Chee) ones F Poor Lutle Jourist. A breast 0° Groancy! ‘Ivens! there's a-many like that about here, I should say, by The —_ and the Pin Cushion Ancuiouc, 
Merit’ presented to isim May 1!th, 1895,"—Debrett Improved, my own feelings. from the Aquarium at “ The Mildeweries. 


ONE TOO MANY. 


sie ie te rarat 8 5 : „ 00 “Hurry up! Na lagging, vou 2 
8 9 — ere, . er 8 N 6 n N <a * — 25 
ze Kt what shall 1 get . e ee th packages e eee ORNL, ag, ea OY NO Me ey”, 8 


— (from the country). No, something wet, and don't 
you forget it. 


lazy bones, we aint 48) “Getting hot, ain't it? Now, Tm going to show 
in the way: uf wahl 


“ 5 8 * 5) “Suppose I shall have to sit down and wait for 
(4) “There's the place: there ain't u tree roun for . the grub. 
miles. Hullo! I've quite walked Jobnny out of sight. 9 cra et shige ous was « splendid idea (6) So it was, only the bags contained the grv 


GIRLS BILLY'S PROPOSED TO. ANCIENT AND MODERN. ALL AT SEA. i 


„ A YOUNG BEGINNER. cc After 
Aunt Jane. Some naughty little boy has been carving his J 

fnitials, G. W., on the cherry-tree with his new knife. Have more united, 

You anv idea who it is, Georgey ? Ma joined hi 


George Whoppers. No, Aunty—unles, it's the spook of ‘old 
rashington. 


George We immediately pr@ 


Billy spent half a year’s pocket money at J 
the very wast on this girl, but she langhed Florric, Oh, Gertie, I've got such a smack in my exe X 

ANO SO SAY ALL OF US. him to scorn when he talked of marriage, (Of course, she meant a fishing smack.) Z 5 What tact Spottie 

The coarse fishing season is now on, Jones hasn't tried it yet, Poor oofiess Billy! her appetite for ices and “Feeling rheumatic, are ye? Well, come and have a game Gertie, The same was on ms tips, Flossie. How stran 112 get of eloping with 
but thinks that it ought to suit him. things was simply ruinous. of golf wi' me. It's just the thing for you, egad!" [And poor Flossie never knew what she mean’ pede „ 

a “ten 
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